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Ignorance is truly bliss

in a world where the news

is another trauma.
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The paper speaks

of more violence,

of more hate,

just another day.
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With a view of the inside

of the human soul,

is not the dream to reach

that point of bliss?
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Pray for the ignorance

to allow the illusion

that humanity

still yet remains.



An Unquiet Mind
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Here I lie,

wrestling with my mind.

No rest for a weary soul,

and too far left to go.

No method so far has worked,

to quiet my thoughts.
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Sleep unkind

to the unquiet mind.

Time for anxiety to worm in,

eating at all that makes me

who I am.
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Threes
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triple my thoughts

tell me please

that I am

not as mad

as I think

I am now
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Till my mind

is under control

I sit confused
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too many thoughts

crowd my already

overflowing mental state

teaching me to

panic and fear

and to then

withdraw deeper in

seeming to be

naught but crazy



My feet have many

a long road walked,

each step teaching me

a new way to crawl.
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Still as I look behind,

I bring to mind

all of the roads before,

all of the labor ignored.

Self a question,

wondering how I got here.
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I never believed,

with each step I took,

that I would ever be

where I was safe to

backwards look at my life.

I did not see how I could be

alive as long as I have lived.

Our bond you broke

at what cost?

To bond yourself

to others who didn’t see,

the bond that you had

just with me.
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That bond you broke

could have paid easily

for us and our future,

so easily you tossed away

you and me.
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Dreaming about having

enough to be easy

generous.
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To not need to fret,

work and sweat,

just to have enough.
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Building an excess,

hoarding everything

that I can,

just to get by

is not a good way to survive.



A petal on the wind

touching lightly against skin,

Teaching the scarred

how to love again.
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An Ivy creeping up stone

reminding me that

I am not alone,

that someone cares

even when I have walls

to prevent self from sight.
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My garden a protected seat

for the heart that life

has thoroughly beaten,

A place for me to hide

Within my mind.



The holidays are my trying

to lighten up my daughter’s face,

the joy of the season that I have

so long forgotten.
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Handmade gifts under the tree

her smile to brighten.
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Not a celebration of commerce,

instead a pouring out of how much

My heart loves her.
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No longer is the day one of dread

Living with out family,

with naught but duty left instead.

I can see the joy

written in my angel’s eyes.
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Haiku Fun
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*  Another writer, a friend of mine, does a haiku a day. He posts them on both his fb page and his blog. Many of these came as answers to his Haiku. His blog, if you are interested is

https://drivebyhaiku.wordpress.com
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1.

The light was never hers

Though she was told that it was

Darkness was always home
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2.

The words choked the pen

For the poet knew to be sin

To lay down the pen.
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3.

Payment often comes

Due in less than convenient

Moments slowing life.
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4.

Sweetness fades away

Memory remains to haunt him

Over kisses stolen proper
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5.

Sanity is overrated

insanity has benefits

Missing pieces hide easy
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6.

The words outcry all

Four choosing one is downfall

At the beginning then.
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7.

Poetry is far more

Intimate an expression

Nudity is just skin
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8.

Helping others create

Heroism more than any comic

Standing strong as self

9

Tonight I see a

Note of similarity between

sleepy poet and me.

––––––––
[image: ]


10.

Writing was everything

She had ever wanted to do

Sleep was only needed
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11.

Her simplicity was

return for the thousands

Of things he had done

––––––––
[image: ]


12.

Holiday spirit waned

Rain drowning the festive mood

children returned joy

13.

Too many other things had

Her attention caught to worry about

Things less exciting here
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14.

Computer humor

harder to understand

From the keyboards hand..
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15.

Helping others create

Heroism more than any comic

Standing strong as self
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16

Faded promises

And wishful thinking carried

Her when contracts broke

17

He found out the hard

Way that winners never cheat

And cheaters never win
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18

Life is all about

How much pain you can swallow

Without it showing
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Shorts
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*it feels like these were too short to warrant their own page.
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Fancy Dinners in quiet spaces

asking not who attended,

making no demands

in the stress free zone.

Loving the only requirements

you really need to know.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Into the dark night,

the dreamer’s sight

spied a little sprite

dancing in the lack of light.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Thanksgiving is smaller this year,

none of the extras we felt so dear,

sitting together playing games,

food set out to pick all day...

instead we came to dinner.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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I often feel a kinship with poets,

for their words are strips torn

from my skin and in them

I feel the most reborn.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Life grows without doubt

Sea stone growing community

Reef changes sea uniquely



People speak their thoughts

in lyrics and verse,

not all sound good

some grate on the nerves.

––––––––
[image: ]


Melodic voices chime in

speaking emotional harmony,

notes sung off-key are merely

voices not meant for me.
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Every ear differs in how

those voices lay,

capturing only

the sounds with

which you are meant to play.
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Unspoken
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Too often we leave so much

unspoken, so much unsaid.

Out of fear, tongues tie,

creating a lie,

simply a I’m fine.
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Dreams pass,

reality left undefined.

So instead of dealing with things

that we just can’t say,

the mind instead finds

an easier way.

I’m fine, just another day,

lies become survival.



Pick up the pen,

open the vein,

attempt to explain

the image burning

in my brain.
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Telling stories in graphite,

characters that only I see.

It seems so real,

these stories I am writing,

my brain is merely telling lies.
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Teach the bardic arts

using your weapon,

ink and pen.

Send the dreams out,

letting not the anxiety win.

Collaborative poem by 

Patricia Harris &  Bryt De’Poet

Having to face

ignorance in humanity,

emotional damage

In angry defiance

Of love.

I don’t love that which I can’t say,

Not that I don’t know the name but

WHENEVER i try to say my heart bleeds nothing but pain

Pain bleeding from broken wounds,

Hiding hate behind mirrors of life,

Showing ignorance in my heightened pain.

Now the pain is real, I feel it.

I feel it within,

I love to live but

I hate this life for real,


If there’s another life, one should please tell me



Life is so unkind,

For the sensitive

of heart and mind,

This life, with all the pain

Is naught but hate and insecurity.

I hate the smell around the corners of the world,

I hate the taste of this life,

The things I see are awful,

Nothing to me is beautiful

I give up now for I hate the fact I’m writing on "hate".
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